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A GREENBACK DELEGATE UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 
Mr. “THE.” ALLEN (Greenback Delegate): ‘‘It comforts ine, Gran’pa Peter, that if I am kept in prison, you are worthy 
my substitute as a Greenback Apostle.” ; 
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THE ALLEN-COOPER ALLIANCE. 


A WORD TO WORKINGMEN. 


PETER Cooper, Philanthropist, sitting at the 
feet of ‘“The.”’ Allen, Apostle and Delegate of 
Greenbackers. 

That is a pleasant little picture to look at. 

Peter Cooper has lived his octogenarian life, 
honored, successful, happy; scattering good 
things about him; and “The.” Allen has been, 
to put it mildly, a mauvatis sujet all his days. 

Now, over the grave so suddenly opened for 
Ed. Malloy Puck cannot laugh. But at the 
idea of Peter Cooper standing on the same 
plane with ‘‘The.” Allen, the homicide and 
gambler; with Dennis (the foul-mouthed) 
Kearney; with Schwab, who helps the poor 
man by selling him beer at a pretty profit—at 
the idea of Gran*pa Cooper putting himself on 
a level with “‘reformers”’ like these, Puck con- 
fesses that he laughs—he haw-haws —and yet, as 
the tear is a-kin to the smile, Puck could weep 
at so sad a sight. 

** Misery acquaints a man with strange bed- 
fellows.” Did it ever make such a sorry array 
of bed-fellows as to bundle up Papa Cooper, 
under the blankets, with such an array of 
greenback-snatchers as Allen, Shupe, Kearney, 
Schwab, Sluggy, the Mugger, and all the crew 
of ‘strikers ’’ who have disgraced our political 
system for years? 

And such funny things Puck could say about 
the situation! But he forbears. He leaves his 
cartoon on this week’s first page to the intelli- 
gent consideration of the workingmen, who 
bear their heavy load of poverty. Will they 
follow the teachings of such an incongruous 
crew as is recruited from such a heterogeneous 
mass of men as we have referred to above; or 
will they exercise their own common sense 
when casting their ballots in November? 

Puck watches and waits. 








Dramatic Notes 

Interviewing Extraordinary. 

Letter Song from ‘‘ Perichole ”’ 
Legally Expressed. 














SWALLOWED. 


«* And they each swallowed each other.” 
Lorp ByrRon—or Somebody. 


S prophesied by Puck last week, Butler 
has captured the Massachusetts Demo- 
cracy. 

In point of fact, he has swallowed it. 

And, strange as it may seem, the Democracy 
of the Bay State has also swallowed Butler; 
which is the only instance on record of two 
bodies mutually swallowing each other—except- 
ing the case of the Kilkenny cats, of blessed 
memory. 

And, as in the case of the cats, both bodies 
will be annihilated. 

Ta est, this will be the end of Butler. 

And likewise of the Massachusetts Demo- 
cracy. 

At which idea it seems to Puck that all the 
good guardian angels who hover over us must 
grin and dance jigs that is, those of them who 
are not pollywog-cherubs, but who are full- 
grown and have legs. 

For, of all the useless factors in our political 
system, Puck thinks that Butler and the Massa- 
chusetts Democracy are the most useless and 
absurd. Both man and party are always “ re- 
forming” and “saving ” either the State or the 
Nation; they are as noisy and as active as the 
fly in the bottle, and accomplish just about as 
much of value to humanity. 

But if Butler, in the lottery of politics, should 
be able to crawl into the gubernatorial chair, 
what then? With one eye cocked on the State 
House ‘‘Ring”’ and the other eye on the Militia, 
won’t he be liable to let some crying abuses slip 
through the middle-distance, unheeded? And 
what about that noble army of the out-of-place 
men whom in old times a nod from Butler would 
appoint to positions of much fatness in the 
custom house, in the internal revenue and post- 
offices? And the loyal Irish and German hearts 
must yearn towards Ben, for when Know- 
nothingism ran riot over the land Butler proved 
himself a man without prejudices against race 
or religion. So, now the ‘ foreign element ”’ will 
urge him to back up his principles and appoint 
them all to fat offices. 

Alas! Since the advent of Hayes and his 
Civil Service Reform the patronage of bully B. 
has dwindled down until it has reached that 
most uncomfortable figure 0. Why is there not 
another Grant in the White House to give all 
the government patronage in the State into the 
hands of the doughty General, and thus put an 
army of office-holders at his beck and call, to 
work for him early and late? - 

Then we could be sure of a sight that now we 
only hope to see; that of fat Ben waddling up 
the steps of the State House, on inauguration- 
day, clad in a stezl-pen coat and regulation 
trousers, attended by Dennis Kearney, and 
mopping his perspiring head while he kicks 
Governor Rice and Adjutant-General Jim Cun- 
ningham out of the back-door. 

And his reforms! How he would reform! 
And what wouldn’t he reform? He would re- 
form the old State so thoroughly that citizens 
of Massachusetts wouldn’t know the old Com- 
monwealth. ‘ 

Internal improvements requiring State aid 
would be so covered up with weeds and cob- 
webs as to be completely hidden from the sight 
of man. Clapboards and shingles would no 
longer be made or sold, as eveiy house would 
be thatched with mortgages, which every Bank 
would be obliged to supply. ‘The trees on 
Boston Common would all bear fruit, for on 
them would hang the members of the State 
House “ Ring,” with Kearney to ‘ work them 
off,” in the approved manner of his namesake, 
“ Dennis the Hangman.” 

But these are sights we never expect to be 
able to see. We fear that the political snake in 





the grass is badly scotched, if not already killed. 
It is one thing to commit burglary on a hall 
and another thing to make reputable citizens 
respect you for doing so. And although nine 
hundred men may shout for Butler in such hall, 
it will require more than ninety-nine times nine 
hundred men to elect him. 

But even an unelected Ben may be happy if 
he’ll only look at his ledger. It is true, he is not 
burdened with 6 and 7 per cent. government 
bonds, but then he’s got plenty of stocks pay- 
ing to, 20, and even 30 percent. Which it 
is very handy to have in the house. 

And so we think this is about the last of Ben 
in our politics. Personally, we regret it. We 
don’t like a ‘‘ Punch and Judy show” with the 
Punch left out; and in the farces played at our 
caucuses, conventions, and elections, there is 
no figure combining at once the ferociousness 
of the ogre and the grimaces of the clown, equal 
to that of Major-General Ben Butler, perpetual 
office-seeker. 


‘*¢ THE HANGING OF THE CRayon”—Chal"ing 
it up. 


MEN who always proceed to extremeties— 
Chiropodists. 


‘Has sound color?” Why, of course, did” 
you never hear of ‘‘ hue and cry’’? 


WHEN a woman gets worsted, she knits? 
When a man gets worsted, he knits his brows. 


THE man who married an incorrigible shrew, 
declared to a friend that he had contracted a 
dangerous scold. 


A BASE-BALL lad has just composed a base 
ballad. Our breath came to a short stop when 
we read the MS.—/. Y. News. 

Pooh! Nonsense! That breath of yours came 
from a pitcher—of beer. 


‘‘A FIRM in Belleville, Ill., turns out annually 
100,000 gallons of castor-oil.” And the cas- 
tor-oil turns out—but we pause; the subject 
is too powerful for us. 

‘* DERE vas only a leedle difference between 
us,” said a burly Teuton who had just horse- 
whipped another. ‘I vas oxhided und he vas 
cowhided—dot’s all.’’ 


‘In English marriage notices the brides, pet 
names are put in brackets.’”’ Which is a cus- 
tom which, if imported into Deadwood, would 
make these stereotyped affairs decidedly lively 
reading. 


THERE is a touching beauty in the pale wild- 
rose that grows by the dusty wayside, half 
choked with thistle-down; but it is all lost upon 
the man who breaks both his back suspender- 
buttons when he stoops to pluck it. 


FISH-STORIES are in order. We knowa man 
who has a large number of beautiful ones, of 
bright colors, blue, red, and green. Unlike 
other fish, they do not inhabit large bodies of 
water, but are frequently found in pools. They 
are used in playing poker. 


Dogs a hand-organ—not the grinder thereof 
—ever get drunk? If you don’t know, go to 
some lonely street some night, and try to sing 
to the accompaniment of the organ. You will 
perceive that the organ is going ‘‘ Wh’ Emmer! 
Why zhoo poo m’ in susher d’remmer.”’ This 
is reliable. 
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INDIAN SUMMER. 


ES, she has passed her thirtieth year; 
And yet you’d call her very pretty: 








Far from fit subject for the jeer— 
Ancient, yet neither wise nor witty— 

The ‘old maid ” jest, so dull, so dear 
To comic ditty. 


Plump in her figure, and petite; 
Her lips are gates of carmine coral, 

Through which her voice comes slow and sweet 
As zephyrs stored with pilferings floral ; 

You catch a glimpse of baby feet 
’Neath her—balmoral. 


To charms éana/ and commonplace, 
Of rosy skin and tresses yellow, 

She adds a softly special grace— 
‘A way of getting round a fellow ’— 

Iler summery sweets warmed by a trace 
Of autumn mellow. 


I know not why a hundred he’s 

Have stopped at ** innocent flirtation.”’ 
Or they or she were hard to please! 

Poor girl! I note her hesitation 
‘To meet men’s eyes, wherein she sees 


Commiseration. 


I met her one day as with Sweet 
Sixteen (Nell Blake) the grove I skirted. 
Something had passed, She seemed to sec’t 
In Nellie’s blushes disconcerted. 
Bent—kissed my pet—and vanished fleet — 
With face averted. 
Cruel love! To sky-throned lovers, chime 
Divinely sweet. To those below it, 
Ilow oft—a knell. 
To be fassee, and, worse, to show it. 


This is her crime: 


I fear my eyes, full many a time, 
Have let her know it. 


O ye unwise! who fain would see 

In school-girl bosoms Love Eternal, 
Leave that for this more possible she— 

Take summer bloom for blossom vernal — 
i-ven though her love for you should be 

A shade maternal. 


Yet there is one when she is near 

Whose visage too ingenuous flushes, 
(While answering in her cheeks appear 

Faint ghosts of half-forgetten blushes), 
Who when alone with her, I fear, 

A trifle gushes. 


Who at each cynic gallant’s slight 

His pure devotion but redoubles; 
Looks upon * girls’? much in the light 

That boys with marbles view soap-bubbles; 
Confides in her—loves to recite 


His joys and troubles. 


Whose eyes with jealous fulgor shine, 
Seholding by her side *‘Another;”’ 
Who, worshiping the flame divine 
Years and neglect have sought to smother, 
leeds now the long unused shrine— 
My younger brother. 


H.C. BUNNER. 


So general is the lack of maicenly reserve in 
the daughters of New York, who promenade 
the principal thoroughfares, that it was par- 
donable on the part of an old countryman, 
who strayed into the city last week, to suppose 
that the signs, ‘‘ Miss So-and-so, Modiste,”’ 
which he noticed on several doors, were meant 
to mark and honor the possession of one of 
woman’s charms which is fast becoming a rarity. 





PUCK. 
VANDERBILTIANA, 


A FEW WORDS CONCERNING THE RE-OPEN- 
ING OF THE WILL CONTEST. 





es 

1 Puck were merely to throw off his coat, 
you would acknowledge he was stripped 
for fighting. Even more so than the noble 

heroes of the prize-ring whom the blue-bloods 

of the English aristocracy erstwhile were ac- 

customed to take into their laps—their hearts, 

as it were—and pet. 

But Puck, aggressive as he is, has never yet 
been compelled to doff his coat, and has been 
able to fight with his two hands — and the 
crayon and pen in them—even the worst social 
and political abuses of which Asmodeus (spe- 
cial reporter) has whispered in his ear. 

And it is Puck’s boast that mercy has ever 
tempered the stern justice with which he sen- 
tences wrong-doers, and that his cut-and-thrust 
with pen and pencil have never been directed 
at the hearts of the oppressed or the down 
trodden. 

No, Puck flies for high game. 

We felt it our duty some months since to 
call public attention to the familie Vanderbilt. 
And we refer to the subject again, this week. 

“‘ About this time,” say the farmers’ alma- 
| nacs, *‘look out for rain.” And about this 
time, decent people say, look out for the 
chronique scandaleuse of the Vanderbilt will 
case. 
eighty years, accumulating, fighting, doing some 
well-advertised charities, and died without a 
scandal that publicly stank in the nostrils of 
men. 

He died, and left one of his sons the bulk of 
his property. 

And left many daughters, and one son no- 
toriously, out in the cold. 

Then this son and that son go into Court 
over the fair divvy of the “ old man’s” spoils, 
and with all the sauce piguante of accomplished 
legal cooks they dish up a feast of scandal, 
regarding the “‘ old man’s” physical and moral 
life, that we wonder Anthony Comstock has 
not, ere this, enjoined the daily press from pub- 
lishing it. 

Thus the sons showed their posthumous grati- 
tude tO the “old man.” 

And, not satisfied with this, the two sons 
began to sling mud at each other. One was 
stigmatized to the public as ‘‘ Lying Billy,” the 
other as a borrower, a gambler, and, generally, 
as a sort of social hyena. 

Then the Court took a hand in. ‘The Court 
had received its nomination to the bench under 
somewhat untoward circumstances. ‘The press 
had raked up certain past transactions of his 
which smelled, to put it mildly, fishy. But Mr. 
John Kelly said he should be elected Surro- 
gate; and of course he was elected Surrogate. 
You know if J. K. should say that Puggy 
McGuffin, the slugger, should be Mayor, Puggy 
would go into the City Hall, next January, 
don’t you? 

Well, the Surrogate had the Vanderbilt case 
in his hands, and the unbiased auditors seemed 
to see tracings as of spirit-writing fluttering 
through the air—‘‘The evidence of the Con- 
lestant is ruled out!’’ 

Puck does not adjudge nor prejudge the 
case. He merely calls attention to it; and 
now that the case is soon to be on again, he 
invites to the consideration of it the most 
thoughtful attention of our best jurists and 
business men. 

If the ‘‘old man,” when he wanted a law, 
used to ‘‘buy a Legislature,” as he was accus- 
tomed to brag, why should not the son, if he 
wants a decision, ‘‘buy a Court”? This is 
merely a question. We only ask because we 
want to know, you know. 
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The old Commodore passed a life of 





| 
| 











3 


Beyond all this there are some suggestions to 
which Puck would draw attention. 

If you have much money and many hitherto 
hidden vices, give your money away during 
your lifetime—if you don’t want a post mor- 
tem examination of your morals which would 
make you howl in heaven,—or elsewhere. 

If you have a great estate to leave, divide it 
fairly, and have the fight over it settled before 
you swim to the blue ether of the bright Be- 
yond. Otherwise the medical faculty will be 
summoned into Court to exhibit chromos of 
your liver, finestereoscopic views of the condi- 
tion of your late esophagus, and possibly a sheet 
hung up in Court with microscopic magic-lan- 
tern views, highly colored, of the interior of 
your general physical decay during the past 
forty years. 

Showing what a wretched wreck of a man 
you were, 

This must be very dispiriting even to the 
very mildest kindof a ghost, when he revisits 
the pale glimpses of the /oca/e where he used 
to hang out, in life. 

Of course, there is the alternative of having 
no money at all; then you will die without be- 
ing litigated over, or cartooned upon, after 
death. But it is very uncomfortable during 
life when the dairy-lunch gapes its welcoming 
doors at your hungry eyes, and you read ‘‘Posi- 
tively no trust.” 

So here is this angry brother, this successful 
son, holding his decades of millions in his still 
grasping hands—and for what? He has his 
Palace-cars and his horses have their Palace- 
cars. 

He wears fine broadcloth and fine linen, 
and he doesn’t care what Snipe are per dozen 
or what his Mumm or his other little delicacies 


| cost him. 


Railroads may come and go, but he goes on 
forever. With his hands stretched out from 
the roads he owns, by stock secured or by mort- 
gage held, they reach out, like the antennz of 
some crawling thing, to grasp, to sting, to kill 
if necessary. 

And so the trial comes on to decide whether 
all this cruel wealth shall remain in the clutches 
of one man, merely to accumulate; or whether 
it shall be divided, and thus pass into a hun- 
dred channels, and scatter, at least, some of 
the blessings which wealth distributed must 
ever bring. 

Nevertheless, if the Willis sound, Puck trusts 
that W. H. may get it. Great wealth often 
carries its own curse. 

‘There is a possibility—merely a possibility — 
that these words should so affect Mr. Vander- 
bilt, that he would turn over his millions to 
Puck, requesting us to put them where they 
would do the most good. But we decline in 
advance. Puck, to be free, must be untram- 
meled. So we advise with the Vanderbilts, 
the Stewarts, the Surrogates and others—but 
it is they alone who must correct their errors 
and get under cover from our hot shot. 

‘TRIPLET. 


Apa CavENDISH gives the critics something 
to put in their pipes and smoke. 





An old hat, that once belonged to Napoleon 
I. was recently sold for 35 dollars—which is a 
good price, certainly, when we consider that 
both the Nap. and crown are gone. 

You should not always judge by appearances, 
Because a man gracefully and smilingly yields 
his seat to a lady the moment she enters the 
crowded car, you must not immediately rush 
to the conclusion that he is the very soul of 
gallantry. If you take notice, you will almost 
always find that he was going to get off at the 
next corner, anyhow. 
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NO LIQUORS Sard | RECIPES ‘For 
On SUNDAY Any Sickness 


*As A Beverage * Fuanssuep 
GRATIS 295° 


1. Every saloon shall maintain a corps of physicians 


during all the hours of the legal Sabbath. 


4. In dropsical complaints—lager beer, as a sort of 


anti-fat. 


SEEING HER OFF. 

OUNG Theocritus Snooks was, in the 
vernacular of to-day, ‘‘clean mashed ” 
on Miss Angelina Peabody. 





Angelina, it is only fair to state, reciprocated | 


the aforementioned mash with all her soul. | 
| would martyr himself sooner than allow her to 


Theocritus took her on picnics and other hot- 
weather recreations, and his bosom heaved 
with emotion when he thought of the happy 
day which should see them one. 

When, not long ago she received an invita- 
tion to go into the country to spend a few 
months, she promptly accepted the same; and, 
when Theocritus was made aware of this, to 
him, terrible news, he pined and wondered 
how in the world he would be able to exist, 
even for that short space of time, without his 
loved one. Every time he thought of it he 
felt worse. 

Finally, the evening previous to her de- 
parture arrived, and ‘Theocritus went around 


to spend an hour or two with her, and bid her | é ned te 
| and to discover that she hadn’t so inuch time 


an affectionate farewell. She wouldn’t let him 
off so easy; she asked him if he would see her 
off on the following morning—that is, if he 


would call around and walk down to the depot | 


with her. 

Of course he would—he would only be too 
happy to escort her. Then he went home, iiis 
soul glowing with dreams of future bliss. 

On the following morning he arrived at the 
house of Miss Peabody and, after bidding her 
parents and the family good-bye, she presented 
Theocritus with two huge carpet bags to carry 
for her. 

He picked them up with martial pride, and 


the twain started off in the best of spirits. | last much longer. His trousers were dangling 





PUCK. 


THE SUNDAY MEDICINE 


ACCORDING ‘TO ST. DITTENHOEFER. 


2. Prescriptions will be given gratuitously. lor green- 
fever, cure apple-jack. 


5. In affections of the heart—vin ordinaire. 
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IVT py butitpslilis 
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Vy V4, Y/. WY iff ff! 
6. The above to be taken ad libitum; and zow it will 
be perceived why all saloons are required to keep three 
beds—or more. 


sintenthieimititiensinseneuccimona” 


When they had walked about two blocks (there | around his heels to such an extent that he 


was no line of horse-cars running from where | 


they started to the depot), Theocritus imagined 
that each valise contained something like a 
half a ton of iron ore; but he said nothing. 
He trudged on bravely, and determined that he 


notice the state of his feelings. Perspiration 


flowed copiously from each particular pore, | 


and every footstep he took seemed to give birth 


to a fresh blister, while his hands were red, | 
swollen and fiery, and he felt as though his | 


arms were coming out by the roots. 


““Lovely morning, eh, ‘heocritus ?”’ lisped 
g> H | 


Angelina with musical sweetness, 


“Ves, very!’ responded her now sweltering | 
I g | 


lover with a forced smile. 


ran the risk of tripping every step he took. 

| ‘Hurry, hurry!” said Angelina. 

| With eyes standing out like door-knobs he 
| made another effort and reached the depot 
| just as the train was coming in. Then he bade 
| her farewell and started for home, howling like 
| a wild man. 

He says the next time she goes away he will 
| either hire a carriage or pretend that he is too 
ill to accompany her to the depot. 

We think his word may be relied on in this 
case if, as he says, he really felt as though he 
had played a ball match, run the gauntlet, 
been kicked by a mule, and lectured by a 
minister, when he laid her bags down. 

R. K. M. 


Every block seemed like a mile to him and, | 


just as he gave her a hint which, he thought, , 
might induce her to stop and look into a win- | 
dow containing some new-style hats down the | 


street, she happened to notice the town-clock 


to spare as she had imagined, and that, in 


order to catch the train she would be obliged | 


torun. ‘This intelligence went through Theo- 


Wuat LonNpOoN LAUGHS AT: 


Sims REEvEs, the tenor, disappointed an au- 
| dience in Leeds on account of sickness, which 
prevented him from singing. Saic the wit of 
the town: ‘‘ Well, it Sis Reeves did not a- 
| Reeve.” 


critus like the draft through a ferry boat, but | 


he had to respond. 

The bags had beaten against his legs so 
much that he felt as though he had been 
clubbed. He hadn’t run more than half a 
block when, in making a spring to cross a mud- 


puddle, both his hind suspender buttons flew | 


A MAN has been arrested «¢n London for 
| passing stage-money at a chop-house. He 
| played one of the culprits in the third act of 


| 2 
the “Celebrated Case,” where each of the gal- 


ley-slaves receives money. This super took 
his to the nearest chop-house, presented it in 


off, and his trousers commenced to work | payment, received change, and went on his 


down. 


| way rejoicing. Subsequent accounts represent 
) i 


It was a terrible moment for him; he couldn’t ‘him in jail. 
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THE LOVERS AGAIN. 


Epiror Puck.—lIt is said that the most lumi- 
nous of your daily contemporaries “kills” every 
night fifteen columns of type that has been set 
up, but cannot be crowded into that journal’s 
teeming columns. The facts and fancies, 
sketches, news items and poems that thus are 
lost to an already generously supplied public 
are not preserved even as office records. But, 
under Puck’s mystic influence, last Saturday 
night, the writer gained admission to the com- 
posing room of the paper in question, and, 
after the printers had gone home and the build- 
ing was deserted, ran his eye over the columns 
of defunct matter, and decided to preserve 
from an unjust doom the following portion of 
the weekly ‘‘Questions of the Lovers,” to be 
reproduced in your sparkling pages. : 
Put, FULLER, 


To Simon C-mM-ron.—You are, as Charles 
Francis Adams has observed, a fraud, first tri- 
umphant in American history. The widow 
Ol-v-r loves you, passes sleepless nights, wears 
her hair down her back, neglects shopping, her 
kittens and kindred joys—all on your account. 
It is proven that you kept her company, se 
cured her a livelihood, pursued her with gifts — 
then why deny the rest? Why compel her to 
sue for that breach (we had almost said those 
breaches)? ‘lhe truth is you are from that por- 
tion of the country given over to Addition, Di- 
vision and Silence. [Foreman, here insert that 
letter by Bill Kemble on the subject of A., D. 
and S, It will only be the 1,100th time we 
have printed it.] 

To W. Rocers, of Washington, late of 
Ohio.—In your poetical communication you 
say: 

‘¢ Where’er I look, which way I turn, 
A female heart for me does burn, 
A thousand sweethearts seek my hand, 
A thousand covet me my heart; 
While thus bewildered, sad I stand, 
I fear a wound from Cupid’s dart.” 

You are an ass! If you will read the Sux 
there may be reason to hope for you. You will 
learn that yours is not the worst poetry in the 
world, for our verses on political topics are a 
thousandfold more diabolical. You speak of 
your heart and hand. What noble American 
girl would have to do with either, considering 
thit both are in the service of MISTER hayes, 
the fraudulent President? [Foreman, here in- 
sert cut of Mister hayes wearing his detested 
title, ““ FRAUD,” upon his loathsome brow. ] 


DominiE I[zEBERG.—How dare you ask us 
what is the quickest and cheapest way of pro- 
curing a divorce? How can you admit that 
you ‘* love all women save one”? ‘Turn back 
to the files of the Sw early in the past summer, 
and read that interview with the druggist on 
the hill. Read the account, in an evening pa- 
per, of your beer-drinking at the Schuetzen 
Park. Dominie, you should reduce the num- 
ber of your vices, reduce the intensity of your 
passions, reduce your desire for divorces from 
both your wife and your church, and 

REDUCE THE ARMY TO 10,000 MEN! 

Deacon RICHARD SMITH.—You write us that 
you, too, are a lover. You love whatever is 
truly good; you even love those wicked part- 
ners that abuse your confidence and traduce 
your character. You want our advice about 
your lower limbs. [The Deacon’s legs are 
shaped thus: ( )—Ed. Swv.] For pity’s sake, 
leave them as they are, serving, by their con- 
trast with your upright course and correct 
mind, to heighten the effect of those truly good 
traits; indicating by their oddity how different 
you are from most men, Let them creak and 
wobble under you as you hasten home to undo 
the machinations of Romeo R—d and the 
other wicked partners. 





PUCK. 
THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE. 





Fivine (weylaving her mistress’s German teacher,) “Ah! 1 so glad to see M. le 
Professeur!—ce cher M. le Professeur! He be so vair aimable—he write me letter to my 
Francois, pompier a Nanterre, n’est-ce pas? 1 no can write.” 

HERR BRUMMENSCHNEIDER (gveat/y embarrassed ), “Aber, mein schénes Friulein, | 
don’t vas wride nodings only Deutsch.” 

FirineE (cheerfully,) “Eh bien! ea n’ fait rin. Ze no can read non plus!” 


1 
| 
| 
| 


‘To W—veL-w Re-p.—You say in your let- | swooping up the chimney with Peggy, bare- 
ter that ‘‘Isidore and Jeannette were born under | footed, in its talons or teeth or carpet-bag, 
the silvered ray of a planet of bright fortune. | however that may be. Under this design a 
Roses and ivy twine caressingly upon their lat- | legend like this: 
ticed porch, One bright June day, as both 
were seated on purple ottomans, devouring 
each other’s glances, and intoxicated by the 
half-subdued murmurings of their joy-laden 
souls, a tall, dark stranger, fashioned like a 
courtier in Louis XV’.s time, entered their 
beautiful dwelling, engaged the hall-bedroom 


«Presented by G. W. C., A. M., of the Puddic Ledger 
No family should be without it. Ledger Almanacs given 
away to the needy and the heathen.”’ 


To H, W. Be-cu-r.—You complain that 
your love has led you over stony paths, and 
you have “even wished that you were dead.” 
on the second floor, and scattered gall and ton ane" et ee those you love.” We #96 
wormwood in Isidore’s path, as he observed pina” enh eae onan mogrerrag, wes oo 
the dying embers of Jeannette’s affection sink- | ie :[—<- * ine le ———- 
: : -~ a Be 'c.:. | (N. J.). This is indeed true; but, although 
ing from before him. She loved the fair | you were acquitted by a jury whose failure to 
a ‘ill , f this balder- | 28T&¢ 82¥& you an inglorious escape from the 

Phe oun will not quote more of this Dalder- | clutches of justice, there is a greater jury that 
dash. Climb down, young editor, from out of | 4, convicted you, not alone of adultery but of 
the rarified atmosphere of the tall tower, and | picehood. We cathe to the jury of public 
as your motes are not all prote.ted, and Jay | opinion. ‘Tommy Shearman’s tears cannot 
Gould will grant you leave, seat yourself at a) yoo, away the meaning of your letters, No 


table in your rum - shop—dedicated to the lye (sic) he can invent will clear your stained 
memory of Horace Greeley—and try to un- reputation . 


derstand the mannersand habits of your fellow- 
men around you. Then you won’t write such 
trash. 


To Sm-TH E-y, Jr.—You say you are a sin- 
gle man yearning for a mate. You submit one 
of many sad experiences in rhyme, and remind 
us that you are the author of the “ Crooked 
Nose,”’ in which another disappointment met 
you. This is the rhyme you send: 


To Georce W. Cu-Lps.—You send, on a 
sheet of black-edged paper, the following sam- 
ple of your immortal poesy, marked, ‘$1.25 
for one insertion”: 

Last leap-year I a beauty spied, 

Earnest, eager at me staring; 
Anxious my great joy to hide, 

I stared back, as if not caring. 
Sure I was that she adored me— 

Toward my heart her hopes seemed bent; 
But, alas! the woman bored me 

With a bill for last month’s rent. 


«*Peggy’s flown; our hearth is bare; 

Leaving woe and sin and care. 

Fold away her little socks; 

She was took with chickenpox. 
Gune to meet little Clemmy.” 


It seems to us that this is cheap—we mean 
at $1.25 for one insertion. But it bears the 
stamp of your funereal genius, and will doubt-| We can only advise you to cease writing 
less become popular and appear twenty times | these rhymes. They betray a half-heartedness, 
in to-morrow’s obituary column of the Zedger. | if not a contemptuous feeling toward women. 
You desire to know what to do now that Peggy | Still, after November you will have time 
has gone and her socks are “folded away.” | enough on your hands to seek out some inno} 
We suggest a memorial window in some Eu- | cent beauty, whose nose you cannot ridicule, 
ropean church, with the design of the chicken- | and who nose notning about your cynical 
pox bursting into a humble dwelling and | writings. 
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THEY LIVED IN BOSTON. 


THEY were sitting alone on the sofa that night, 
The young man was restless, for his boots were tight. 


They were recounting the jovs of the mazy waltz; 
But the young girl’s heart, like her hair, was false. 
She was o’erjoyed at the tune, and the air did hum, 
While she was engaged in chewing gum, 

And her thoughts were far away, at will, 

To the nearest saloon that contained her Bill. 


The time sped slowly—an age did seem 
For him to ask her to eat ice-cream. 


But he suggested a mutton-stew, 

Or didn’t she think that beans would do? 
Then on the floor she dropped her chew, 
And exclaimed, ‘‘I’ll do it, deans its you.” 


CLAUDE DE HAVEN, 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. LVI. 
DOINGS AT 
PORT. 


NEW- 


Ya-as, yer awsee, 
we’re.still he-ah at 
this aw waterwing- 
place, because the 
Amerwican wea- 
thah is tolerwably 
fine, and a fellaw 
can wile away the 
wearwy hours with- 
out twoubling him- 

self a gweat deal—unless he allows all the peo- 
ple who call themselves arwistocwacy he-ah to 
worwy him into accepting varwious descwip- 
tions of invitations aw. ‘This is aw the pwinci- 
pal borwing part of the business, and Jack says 
it takes a long appwenticeship to weally put up 
with it without murmurwing. 

Some charwitable fellaw, to welieve the mo- 
notony of the wegular wound of so-called 
amusements he-ah, has been good enough to 
get marwied, and Jack and I just got a twifle 
interwested, yer know aw, and a gweat deal of 
pwessure was bwought to bear on us to induce 
us to be pwesent. Couldn’t verwy well wefuse, 
so we went. 

The bwidegwoom bears the aw scwipturwal 
name of Isaac, although I’m not quite certain 
if he is a dirwect descendant of some aw aw 
patwiarch in the aw Bible. Jack pwobably 
knows. His aw othah name is Bell. I couldn’t 
avoid learning these facts, as everwybody talks 
about the affair. ; 

The aw aw bwide is, | believe, a verwy ne-ah 
welation—sister, gwandmother, or something 
of that charwacter—to a fellaw who plays polo, 
pwints a newspaper, dwives twotting aw horses, 
fights duels, and varwies his amusement occa- 
sionally by dwinking verwy stwong wine and 
wunning ovah to‘Eurwope. His name is aw, I 
think, Bennett Gordon, or Gordon Cumming. 
I have aw been intwoduced to him on many 
differwent occasions, but, unless fellaws make a 
twemendous impwession on me, I nevah we- 
member their names, and this Cumming Ben- 
nett didn’t aw. 

A verwy jolly place on a Bellevue Woad 
was where the cerwemony took place. And the 
positively weally corwect thing—no doubt 
about it, yer know—in the whole arwange- 
ment was that the matwimonial alliance was a 
Woeman Catholic one. This is verwy, verwy 
good form, as severwal members of my wace 
have adopted the pwevailing fashion. But 
these Bennett Gordons, although wather com- 
mon, belong aw naturwally to Wome. Stwict 
weligion is verwy nice for aw some fellaws, but I 
don’t bothah myself much about it. Still, if a 
fellaw does what Bute and Wipon do, he can’t 
be verwy far wong. 

For Amerwica, everwything passed off in aw, 





PUCK. 
yes, I may say an extwemely satisfactorwy man- 
nah, The aw pwog at the breakfast was good, 
and the wine wasn’t bad. ‘The fellaw who we- 
pwesents the aw Fwench wepublic was pwesent, 
and some aw othah forweign legation men. 
Wathah an honor to this newspaper-pwinting 
fellaw’s family aw. ‘The music, too, met with 
Jack’s and my appwoval, and the pwesents and 
flowers were quite decent, indeed aw aw, neat. 

Some fellaw who dwives a coach, and aw 


usually caddishly wears a diamond pin stuck in 
a aw sailor’s knot, told me how much the 


marwiage cost, but I don’t wecollect whethah it | 


was a aw hundwed pounds or a hundwed thou- 
sand gweenbacks. I nevah bothah myself about 
money aw. 

Severwal girls twied to flirt desperwately 
with Jack and me. Shall perwhaps have maw 
aw to say about them when I wite again aw. 


OUR LONDON LETTER. 
LONDON, September 10, 1878. 
My dear Puck: 

I am a traveler by choice. I am a traveler 
by race. I inherit my qualifications as a wan- 
derer from my adventurous ancestor, whose 
noble name is known the world over. From 
him I derive my liking for roaming abroad; 
from him too do I get my graphic faculty of 
description. I have formed my style on 
his — . 

And, in truth, I do not know a better model 
for a book of travels than that same work of 
Baron Munchausen’s, 

[N. B. to Editor of Puck.—What do you 
say to reprinting it as a serial in your valuable 
paper? I think it would give a great many 
opportunities to the artist for extraordinary ef- 
fects of light and shade and so forth. 

Besides I could edit the work for you, add- 
ing many interesting notes extracted by me 
from the family papers still in my possession. 

My ancestor did not dare tell all his adven- 
tures—they were altogether too extraordinary 
for credence then. But I should not hesitate 
now tc restore those parts of his narrative 
which he then omitted. No one can do this 
but I! 

As to terms—lI will leave them to you. 

And if we do not agree, we will leave the 
matter to arbitration. I will select one man 
and you another, and Baron Munchausen him- 
self— acting through me, his heir—and a legal 
representative shall select the third. 

Nothing can be fairer than this. Can it ?] 

Now travel differs in different countries. 

In France you travel in a fiacre. 

In England in a hansom. 

In Russia in a droshky. 

In Japan in a jin-rik-sha. 

In freland in a jaunting-car. 

In India in a palanquin. 

In Holland on a canal-boat. 

And in America on cheek— 

Unless you get bounced. 

[N. B. No. 2 to Editor of Puck.—If you do 
not like the idea of reprinting my ancestor’s 
travels, I have another suggestion. 

How would this look ?— 

‘THE MAN WHO Was BOUNCED.” 
PERSONAL REMiNISCENCES, 
By a Regular Contributor to Puck. 

It seems to me rather neat, and yet striking. 
If you jump at the idea—(I have copyrighted 
the title)—we can arrange particulars on my 
return to the land of the mosquito and the 
home of the heat-wave. 

C. 0. D. 

Close of N. B. No. 2.] 

To return to my remarks on traveling. I 
have just come over from Paris. The princi- 
ples of the French railroads~differ from ours 
greatly. 





In America, when the conductor is ready to 
go he shouts “‘ All aboard!” and then in a mi- 
nute he waves his hand and the engineer sets 
off, leaving the belated fat man behind to swear 
gently. 

And the B. F. M. is not consoled until he 
reads a full account of the accident in the 
evening papers. : 

In France they don’t work as simply as that. 
There is an infinity of ceremony before a train 
gets off. The conductor comes around and in- 
troduces the engineer to each passenger, and 
they go off and take a bock together, and then 
the conductor blows a horn and the engineer 
wets his whistle, and off they go. 

And in Switzerland things are still more 
complicated. 

The railroads there all have sharp curves and 
heavy gradients—or else they would just run off 
into France or Germany, or Italy or Austria. 

So that great ceremonies are necessary to 
get a train off. 

When all is ready a bell rings. 

Then another bell rings. 

Then the engine whistles, or rather toot-toot- 
toots gently. 

Then the conductor tells the station-master 
that all is ready. 

Then the station-master 
around and says ‘‘ So?” 

Then the conductor shouts “ Fertig ?” inter- 
rogatively. 

Then the station-master replies ‘ Fertig!” 
positively. 

Then the conductor blows a horn; the en- 
gine whistles; the bell rings; the other bell 
rings; the station-master says ‘‘ So?” the pas- 
sengers swear in various tongues—and the train 
starts— 

That is, unless there is a belated fat man—in 
which case they do it all over again. 

[N. B. No. 3 to Editor of Puck.—These 
geographical reminiscences have a value visible 
at once to the nude eye. I need say no more. 
I feel sure your intelligence will see at a glance 
what I mean. 

But perhaps I had better be explicit. 

These things give an air of solidity and spe- 
cific gravity to your journal which too often 
takes a light, not to say jocular, view of mat- 
ters in general. And I feel that they therefore 
deserve their reward. 

I do not like to have to recur to the subject, 
but you have not yet cabled me the thousand 
pounds you promised on receipt of my first 
letter—a thousand pounds merely on account, 
of course, not in full. 

1 trust this brief reminder will suffice. ] 

During my first days in Paris the cabmen 
struck. 

Now I need not tell you the inconveniences 
of such an action on their part—especially in 
Paris, where the omnibuses are always full, and 
they won’t allow you to stand up in the horse- 
cars. 

I wanted, one day, to go to the Hotel de 
Veal—a market of some sort, I suppose —which 
I was told was well worth seeing. 

I hailed a cab, but it was not until I had re- 
peatedly called the coachman: 

“ Tei! Cochon! Cochon!” 
in my purest Parisian accent, that he stopped 
and got down from his cab-— 

And then I haa full proof that there was a 
coachman’s strike— 

For he struck me. 

It seems that cocher is coachman, and cochon 
isa pig. I had called him a pig. 

A foreigner cannot be expected to under- 
stand all the delicacies of a language. 

[N. B. No. 4 to Editor of Puck.—You must 
see the justice of my charging you with the 
doctor’s bill for my black eye.] 

Yours truly, 


E,. PERKINS MUNCHAUSEN. 
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DRAMATIC NOTES. 


ANNA DICKINSON is writing a play. 

EVERYONE has conspired to stop the pro- 
duction of ‘‘ M’liss” except the public. 

‘Dick Turpin,” ‘Jack Sheppard,” and 
‘¢ Mazeppa,” were among the parts rendered at 
Niblo’s last week. 

THE marvelous snow scene in the fourth act of 
“ Jane Shore,” with which Genevieve Ward has 
been supported at Booth’s, has made way for 
“Henry VIII.” with Eily Coghlan as Anne 
Boieyn. 

‘Tuts is the last week of phenomenality at the 
Fifth Avenue, Mary Anderson departing hence 
to Boston. Mme. Modjeska, to whom the 
aroma of the prairies is like unto Buffalo Bill, 
succeeds her. 

Rose EyTIncE has replaced Ada Cavendish 
at the Broadway Theatre. Mr. Cyril Searle, 
whom the Londoners said could play ose 
Maylie better than Bild Sykes, supports her. 
Miss Eytinge is a local favorite, and her return 
here is an occasion for gladness. 

*« DipLomacy”’ has found a refuge in Brook- 
lyn. Messrs. Warde, Barrymore, and Majeroni 
—lItaly’s famed artist and Mrs. Warde, Mrs. 
Barrymore, Mrs. Majeroni, and Mrs. Barry- 
more’s brother, constituting the chief attrac- 
tions as Beauclerc, Julian, Orloff, Lady Fair- 
fax, Dora, Zicka and Algie respectively. 

‘*Oxivia,” Fanny Davenport, the pasture- 
fence, C. A. Stevenson, the spinnet, etc., have 
departed from the Union Square, and last 
night the cuckoo clock in the property room 
signalized the change. A dramatization of 
Sardou’s ‘* Bourgeois du Pont d’Arcy,” other- 
wise ‘‘ Mother and Son,” is the name of the suc- 
ceeding novelty. 

THE Standard has retrieved itself -by the 
production of Frederic Clark’s New York So- 
ciety comedy of “A False Title.” ‘There is 
some very neat work in it, and the ’aughty Bn- 
tish haristocrat, the rigntful heir, comes out all 
right in the end, with a Yankee heiress in the 
bargain; while the Hinglish himpostor, who is 
not the wrongful heir or an heir at all, meets 
with his just deserts. Levick played the villain 
weil, but should avoid white neckties for morn- 
ing costume. 

WALLACK’s is itself once more—Mr, Bouci- 
cault’s “Clarissa Harlowe ” having been grace- 
fully shelved. On Saturday the ‘‘School for 
Scandai”” was revived with a quartette of 
veterans in the leading réles—Mr. Gilbert as 
Sir Peter, John Brougham as Sir Oliver, Wm. 
R. Floyd as Sir Benjamin, and Mme. Ponisi as 
Mrs. Candour. Miss Coghlan, and Messrs. 


Beckett, Holland, Shannon, Rockwell, Edwin, 
Barron and Coghlan, find more congenial parts 
than they did in *‘Clarissa.”” Miss Pearl Eytinge 
appears in the ambitious role of Lady Sneerwel!, 
and Miss Boniface effected her first appearance 
this season’as Maria, a paltry role which she 
endowed with much sweetness. 





P.U-G-K. 
INTERVIEWING EXTRAORDINARY. 


A Herald man has been interviewing Marie 
Roze’s husband, Mr, Ilenry Mapleson. 

‘And in what,” said the Hera/d reporter 
in an off-hand way, as he lingered vis-a-vis over 
a cup of cafe noir at the Everett House, ‘ has 
your success consisted ?” 

“In tact, diplomacy, education, sang froid, 
a knowledge of the public, and, what is the 
most important knowledge of all in my business, 
that of managing a prima donna. You take a 
member of a foreign legation, the manager of 
a zoological garden, take even Superintendent 
Walling at the head of the Metropolitan Police 
force, boil them all down and you will not find 
more incongruous elements in the fofage than 
those which make an operatic company and 
must be adroitly served.” 

We are rejoiced to find that this modest, re- 
tiring, refined, and cultured young gentleman 
is such a perfect man of business and of the 
world. We couldn’t have a better authority than 
himself. It had been noised abroad that he 
rather lacked these important qualifications, 
and was what the English call ‘‘a duffer’”’—but 
how this world is given to lying. 


TO IMPROVE THE CONDITION OF THE 


WoORKINGMEN. 


How 
SUGGESTIONS TO THE SAND-LOT ORATOR, 
1. Induce Denis Kearney to go West. 
2. Induce Denis Kearney to stay there. 
3. Settle the labor-question before Denis 
Kearney gets started talking in San Francisco. 


© 
A FABLE. 

A KNOWING peasant who had no need for 
an axe, exhibited a bright new one to a false 
friend whom he met in a Lonely Wilderness 
when none were by. ‘The axe fell on the false 
friend’s foot and he bled to death. 


MoraL—Accidents will happen in the best- | 


regulated wildernesses. 


AT last accounts, Henry Watterson did not 


extend beyond the confines of Kentucky. 
They were getting him under control. Mean- 
while A. S. Hewitt is listening to the labor lu- 
natics, and figuring how everyone may be sup- 
plied with work by the advice of a Congres- 


sional committee which does r.one itself. 


A WOMAN OF SUBSTANCE. 
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LETTER-SONGIN “LA PER!CHOLE” LEGALLY 
EXPRESSED. 


Piquillo of the first part, being duly sworn, 
deposes that he is a native and resident of Peru, 
and by trade, occupation and calling a street 


singer; that his revenue, income, gain, profit or 


return from said trade, occupation or calling, 
is nothing; that he knows and is acquainted 
with one by name Perichole, likewise a street 
singer in Peru; that unto said one by name 
Perichole he now wishes to say good-bye, long 
life, much happiness, many benefits, good re- 
turns, and other gains not herein enumerated, 
named or stated; that after ten minutes shall 
(or will) have elapsed he will return to said 
Perichole, and meanwhile hopes and prays that 
she may please to wait till his return, or, other- 
wise, to leave him a letter, writing, or paper, 
stating when, where, and at what a time he may 
or may not see her. Address Piquillo. 


WHEN down the rostrum limps 
‘The gay and festive Denis 
All of us cails he imps — 
Yes, slimy imps of—Venice. 


And then he raves around 

And howls, and swears, and curses, 
Until, with looks profound, 

Which cannot; in these verses, 


| be justly conveyed to the reader, he remarks 


sweetly that he has to pay his own expenses and 
will be obliged to take up a coliection, which 
he does, the collection being principally wind. 


Tuis is the month when the dry-goods clerk 
allows his whiskers to grow so that by the first 
of January he will have a full beard to back him 
in his endeavor to get his salary raised. In dry- 


| goods stores men are paid according to their 


whiskers, not according to their merits. 





Stump.—You'd better take it. 

HASELTINE.— Weave garlands for his brow. 
METEOR.—Eccentric but promising. Don’t be dis- 
couraged. 

MABEL Q.—You gentle little creature, don’t you know 
that it was Sydney Smith or Dr. Johnson who cruelly 
said that a woman couldn't be really witty? Had they 
you in their minds’ eye when, in their prescience, they 
knew you were going to write those verses? 








“Oh, please, Mrs. Muldoon, mother’s compliments, and would you please be so good 
and sit down on her trunk? We've all been standing on it and can’t get it shut!” 
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PUCK. 


ne, 





PUCK’S COMEDY-STORIES. 


Vi. 
THE TRUFFLES. 





Adapted from the French of Enovarp Martin and AtBert Mon- 
nuER by B, B,. VaALLENTINE. 


(Continued.) 


EDMUND (entering). 
What’s the matter ? 
BorEALL (opening one eye). 
Not gone out ? 
Lucy ‘coming out of her apartment), 
Who’s calling out ? 
BOREALL opening the other eye). 
She’s at home, too. 
JANE. 
Mr. Boreall sent me for pen and ink. When 
I returned | found he had fainted. 
EDMUND (s/apping BoREALL’s hand). 
My dear cousin, try to recover yourself, 
Lucy. 
Poor fellow. 
BorEALL (aside), 
She said ‘* Poor fellow” (s¢ghing). Ah! 
Lucy. 
He’s coming to. 
3OREALL. 
Oh, my stomach! Oh! Ah! 
EDMUND. 
It’s cramp in the stomach, 
JANE. 
I’m not surprised at that. 
hadn’t had any breakfast. 


He told me he 


EDMUND. 
Quick! some brandy—or sherry—which will 
you have? 


BoREALL. 
Both. 
Lucy. 
Get some crackers. 
BoREALL. 
Ah! I am very weak. 
EDMUND. 
Why did you go out without breakfast ? 
BoREALL, ‘ 


Because I was to dine here. 


[Lucy and EpmunD /00k significantly at each 
other.| 
Lucy. 
My poor cousin, we'll take care of you. 
BoREALL. 
You’re an angel, Lucy. 
[JANE reappears wilh a tray, decanters, etc.) 
~ JANE, 
Here’s brandy and sherry. 
EpmunD (offering brandy). 
Drink that. 
BorEALL (drinking and smacking his lips. 


Thanks. What delicious brandy. 
Lucy. 

How do you feel now? 
BoREALL. 

A little better. 
EDMUND. 

Take some more brandy. 
BOREALL. 


No, thank you, Sherry will do now (he 
drinks). Manzanilla— fine wine. It is as smooth 
as velvet (he rises), Why did the girl tell me 
you’d gone out ? 

EDMUND. 

Those were her orders to-day. 

BorEALL. 

Not for me. ‘To-day is Thursday, the day 

that I reserved for you. ‘There are truffles. 


JANE. 

I said nothing about it, sir. 

BorEALL. 
I smell ’em. 

EDMUND. 
What a nose! 

Lucy. é 
How are you now? 

BOREALL. 


I think I 
Truffles are very 


Much better; indeed quite well. 
shall be able to sit at table. 
good this year, 

EDMUND (aside). 
The gourmand. I can fancy I see him en- 
joying them. 
JANE. 
Can I go now, ma’am ? 
Lucy. 
No. Take away this tray and wait a little. 
JANE (aside). 
What a troublesome brute he is. 
[She goes out.] 
BorEALL (Zo Lucy.) 
She’s gone to lay the table. 
EDMUND. 
Lay the table? Oh, dear, no; not yet. 
BoREALL, 

Provided my cramp doesn’t come back 
again. 

EDMUND. 

That’s true. Let us make haste. 
for a carriage for you. 

BOREALL. 
A carriage—what for ? 
EDMUND. 

To take you home. 

BOREALL. 


I'll send 


Home ? 

EDMUND. 

It’s our duty to take care of you—but stay; 
I will be frank with you. I will tell you a secret. 

BorEALL. 
Is there a secret ? 
Lucy. 

A little one. It is a month to-day since we 
were married, 

BOREALL., 

That’s no secret. That— 

EDMUND. 

You must know that we made an arrange- 
ment to pass the evening together like two real 
lovers. 

Lucy (in a tone of reproach). 

Edmund! 

EDMUND. 

Now do you think we ought to be constrained 

by the presence of our dear cousin ? 


BOREALL, 

I would not permit that. I am willing to 
take pot-luck; and in this case it isn’t so bad, 
for the smell of truffles is in the air, 

- Lucy, 
Well, there are truffles. 
BoREALL. 
I smell something else—tur- 
It is turkey, isn’t it? 
EDMUND. 


It is asmall turkey (sharply). But there’ll 
be another one the next time you come—a 
score. 


I have a nose. 
key. 


BOREALL (uneasy). 

The next time? 

EDMUND. 
But to-day we’ve made a solemn vow. 

Lucy. 

We have sworn. 

BorREALL, 
What have you sworn? 

EDMUND. 
To dine by ourselves. 

BoREALL, 





But I will sit at the bottom of the table. 





EDMUND. 

Absolutely alone—my wife and myself. 
BOREALL, 

Oh, dear. 
EpMuND. 


I trust, my dear cousin, you won’t mind my 
frankness. 

BorREALL. 

How’s this? You invited me. 

EDMUND. 

But— 

BOREALL. 

I told you that I should come. It is all the 
same thing to me. I promised you. I’m a man 
of my word. Don’t say anything more about 
it. lam not a sponger. 

Lucy. 

Oh, my dear cousin, that horrible word. 
EDMUND (giving him his hat and cane). 
You will do as I do—dine with your wife. 
BorEALL (di¢ferdy). 

Yes, the home dinner-table, the pot-luck of 
Damocles. But I can’t even fall back on that. 
Mrs. Boreall has company to dinner. 

EDMUND. 

And you will not be there ? 

BOREALL. 

I take good care of myself. A man whom 
I have never seen, a countryman who comes 
from the same place as my wife, wants to bor- 
row money >f me. He’s up to a thing or two. 
He calls himself an inventor. I’m always sus- 
picious of inventors. Just think what he has 
discovered. He’s found out that he wants five 
hundred dollars to become a millionaire. He’s 
been talking to my wife to induce her to invite 
him to dinner, that he might explain the 
scheme to me. Now you understand why I 
don’t want to dine at home. But I won’t bo- 
ther you; I'll go after the coffee. 

EDMUND. 

It can’t be done. We've told you of our 
plan. 

BoREALL. 

Well, then, before the coffee; 
honor, before the coffee. 

[ He puts down his hat and cane. 
EDMUND (in @ low done to Lucy). 

This ol@ glutton irritates me beyond all pa- 

tience. 


upon my 


Lucy. 

No; let him alone. Leave me to manage 
him. 

EDMUND. 

Very well. Get rid of him soon. Cousin, 
I have a letter to answer; you’ll excuse me; 
shall see you again. 

[ He goes out —right.] 
BorEA.u (seating himself near the table.) 

Weli, cousin, that’s understood — before the 
coffee. Oh, what a nice lttle dinner we’ll 
have. I can dine without coffee. (Aside) I'll 
take it on my way home. 

Lucy. 

My dear cousin, I really don’t know what to 
say to you. The idea of our having the eve- 
ning to ourselves makes Edmund so happy. 
He wishes you to dine here to-morrow. 

BOREALL (dryly). 

To eat the leavings? No, thank you. 
(Aside) So its Dawlish who wants me to go. 
He wants to have the truffles to himself. We 
will see. 

Lucy, 
You won’t think hardly of Edmund ? 
BoREALL. 

Yes, I understand that -to dine alone with 
one’s wife —a pretty woman (mechanically open- 
ing an album on the table). ‘This Edmund was 
always very gallant. 

Lucy (sitting down). 

Perhaps so; but I have no complaint to 

make. He is too lovely for anything. 
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BoREALL. 
For you and for others. 
Lucy. 

What do you mean by others ? 

3OREALL (/urning over the album). 

It is quite natural. A man is either gallant 
or not gallant. He can’t alter his character 
to order. By the way, have you received the 
photographs that my wife promised to your 
husband ? 

Lucy. 
Yes, Edmund has put them in the album. 
BOREALL, 

It’s an odd idea to have portraits of people 
you don’t know. I suppose you are not ac- 
quainted with the originals ? 

Lucy. 
No. I haven’t even looked at them yet. 
BOREALL. 
‘There aresome pretty women amongst them. 
Lucy (smiling). 

Indeed. . 
BorRFALL. 

Very pretty. Ah! 

Lucy. 
What is there remarkable about that portrait ? 
BOREALL. 
1 was just thinking. Do you know this lady? 
Lucy. 
1? No—not at all. 
BorkAL (aside). 

Nor I, either. (A/oud) Then your husband 

has never spoken of her? 
: Lucy. 

Why should he speak of her? Does he 
know her ? 

BoREALL, 

Well, that is, he used to know her. It is 
strange that he put her in this album. 

Lucy. 

Why is it strange? 

BOREALL. 

Because — 

Lucy. 

That is no reason. Why do you speak in 
enigmas? Oh, Mr. Boreall, I assure you I am 
not jealous—not in the least. ‘Therefore you 
can tell me everything. 

BOREALL. 
I really have nothing to tell. 
Lucy. 

Yes, you-have. Please tell me. I shouldn’t 
be angry with my husband for anything he did 
in his bachelor days. (After an effort) Was 
he engaged to her? 

BorEALL (@ Uittle frightened). 

Engaged! I don’t know what the relations 
were between them. 


Lucy. 

It’s all the same to me. I have my own ideas 
about the behavior of young men before they 
marry. But let me look at the lady. (She ex- 
amines the portrait.) She is quite homely. 
(She rises.) 

BoREALL (rising). 
No, she’s not. 
Lucy. 
And he loved this—this woman ? 
BorEALL, 
That’s a difficult question to answer. 
Lucy. 

I suppose he told her so, just as he told me; 
and I believed that Edmund had good taste. 
He often tells me I am pretty. Who knows? 
Perhaps I am hideous. 

BoREALL. 
No! No! 
Lucy. 

What’s her name ? 

BoREALL (hesitating.) 

Her name is—-her name is— 
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Lucy. 
What ? 
SOREALL. 
Oh, that’s Miss Beatrice St. Clair, of the 
Union Square Theatre. 


Lucy. 
St. Clair. 
BorEALL, 
You're agitated. 
Lucy. 


It’s a little nervousness; but that is nothing 
—nothing at all, I assure you. Ah! all the 
young men are alike. 

BoREALL. 

Certainly. 

Lucy. 

Why should my husband be different from 
other men? 


BoREALL (aside). 

I shall eat my truffles. 

Lucy (crying). 

I’ve tried in vain, to suppress my feelings. 
I’m broken-hearted. You did well to tell me 
this. You have made me so unhappy. 

BOREALL. 

What! you’re crying. Oh, then that’s an- 
other thing altogether. I was only joking. I 
am not bad at bottom. It isn’t true. I lied; 
it isn’t true. 

Lucy. 
Now you are deceiving me. You pity me. 
BoREALL. 

I tell you that I spoke falsely, and I want you 
to laugh at the joke. 

[EDMUND enters. ] 


(To be continued.) 





(James Payn, in Belgravia.) 
A MAYFAIR MYSTERY. 


(Ccontinued. ) 
Il. 
DUBITATION, 





HE excitement caused in London by the 
” arrival of the Shah of Persia was greater 
than that produced by any other event 
since the visit of the allied monarchs after Water- 
loo. Indeed, in some respects it exceeded that, 
for the element of wonder and romance was want- 
ing in the latter case. Moreover, the personal 
appearance of the Eastern despot was itself 
attractive. A king in military uniform looks, 
after all, but like any other general officer; but 
his Majesty of Persia was in his apparel, at least, 
all that could be expected of such a potentate. 
His frame and face, it is true, reminded our 
Indian officers so strongly of a low-cast native 
servant that it is said they felt scruples in pay- 
ing him due honor; but he gleamed with dia- 
monds and precious stones, rode a horse with a 
painted tail, and was evidently a person of dis- 
tinction. ‘The way the little wretch was wor- 
shiped in my native land is a subject I must 
decline to dwell upon; it was humiliating to 
human nature. He was dirty, I have no doubt, 
but he looked much worse than what is implied 
by that moderate adjective; he ate like a savage 
and spilled his food like a baby; and wherever 
a young person of title (and he saw few others) 
took his fancy, he generally made an offer, if 
single, to her father, if married, to her husband, 
to buy her. But he was the “‘ rage”’ for all that, 
and ladies of fashion were dying to make him 
their guest even for half an hour. ‘The Lord 
Chamberlain (through whom alone he was 
accessible) was importuned as he had never 
been before to grant a share of his company to 
my Lady ‘This and my Lady That. If his Im- 
perial Majesty could not come to dine with her, 
could he not come to lunch? and if not to 
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lunch, could he not come to five o’clock tea? 
The Lord Chamberlain ‘ consigned” him to 
this great house and that, and very proud was 
the consignee when the precious article came 
to hand on loan. I think the happiest day of 
Mrs. Patterini’s existence was that on which the 
Morning Post announced that his Majesty the 
Shah of Persia would honor her reception at 
Evelyn Lodge on Tuesday next with his Impe- 
rial presence. 

From her point of view she well might be, for 
his promised visits had broken down the bar- 
riers between herself and the highest in the 
land. Ido not know how much she paid to 
procure the honor, or in what proportions the 
bribe was divided between the gentlemen in 
the Foreign Office and the ministers of the 
Shah, but I have heard that the expenses of 
the entertainment itself were as nothing com- 
pared with what the acceptance of the invita- 
tion cost. ‘The ball, however, must have cost 
something; for in the first place the Baroness 
‘threw out” the drawing-room so as to extend 
half over the garden, and in the second she 
drove archways through all the partition walls, 
so that the whole floor should be ev suite. But 
what were a few trifling alterations in Evelyn 
Lodge when taken in connection with the al- 
teration in the feelings of good society as re- 
spected its mistress? It is scarcely too much 
to say that for a whole week there was no wo- 
man in London more “‘sought after” than the 
Baroness Patterini. She adopted her rightful 
title on the instant, and issued her cards of in- 
vitation with a baron’s coronet embossed upon 
them in blue and silver. So far from their be- 
ing any doubt of filling her largely-increased 
ball-room, her only difficulty was to say ‘“‘No” 
to those of her own personal acquaintances 
whose /’s were too pronounced (or unpro- 
nounced), and whose /’s were too obviously 
4’s. ‘The whole fashionable world was at her 
feet. Ladies of title (English) intrigued for 
an invitation; the Duchess of Doldrum signi- 
fied, through a certain lady, herself of distine- 
tion, that she would come if she were asked. 
Her future hostess talked of her from that mo- 
ment as her “dear Duchess”—a term which 
had more truth in it than her friends imagined 
who had not seen Mr. Patterini’s check (drawn 
to “‘bearer,”” you may be sure), which Cyril 
Clarke had disposed of in the proper quarters. 
Not a shilling of it had soiled his hands, 
though, if trouble be worth payment, he de- 
served all that could have been given him. 
He worked like a slave (Persian), and passed 
his days between Buckingham Palace, where 
H.I.M. was located, and the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s office. For the fact is, that the august 
sovereign of Persia was every bit as slippery as 
he looked. His word was never to be depended 
on, though at that time there were some peo- 
ple who believed in his bonds; and he did not 
know his own mind—and no wonder: for it 
was not to be detected by the microscope— for 
two hours together. It was true he had pro- 
mised, or his chief minister and chibouk-car- 
rier had promised for him, that he would be at 
Evelyn Lodge on Tuesday; but rumors were 
flying about that he proposed to quit England 
earlier than he had intended, and indeed on 
that very day. The mere report caused tor- 
tures to the Baroness, and (what was very rare) 
made her lose her temper. 

‘Cyril, have you seen ¢his ?” cried she, point- 
ing to the paragraph in the morning paper 
which stated that, in consequence of a special 
dispatch from Ispahan, it was more than pro- 
bable his Imperial Majesty would be compelled 
to leave the shores of England on the ensuing 
Tuesday. ‘‘ Is it possible it can be true?” 

“ Of course it is possible, Baroness; but I 
do not believe it. I have done everything—” 

*‘I don’t care what you have done,” cried 
the infuriated woman; ‘“‘but if this villain”’— 
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so she spoke of her Imperial guest—‘‘should 
break his word to me, after all, mind, I break 
mine to you. You, penniless adventurer that 
you are, shall never marry Myra.” 

If it were possible for such a very handsome 
young fellow as Mr. Cyril Clarke to look ugly, 
such was the expression of his countenance at 
this speech; but he instantly recovered his 
good looks, and bowed profoundly. It isa 
very foolish thing in a vulgar person to take 
advantage of a gentleman’s necessities to insult 
him. ‘The successful Black should be careful 
not to make the White man dangerous. 

“J didn’t mean to say anything offensive, 
Cyril,” continued the Baroness, whose native 
sagacity had returned to her; ‘“‘ but the fact is, 
I scarcely know what I say. The bare idea of 
that odious monster throwing us over at the 
last moment almost deprives me of my senses. 
I positively believe everything that has been 
said agains: him— about his smothering people 
in blankets and sawing them asunder—and 
about his nine hundred and _ ninety-nine 
wives.” 

“1 believe them all,” said Cyril, coolly. ‘I 
hope you won’t let him have Myra for the 
thousandth, if he should happen to ask you.” 

‘‘Upon my word | won’t,” said the Baroness 
earnestly, yet in a manner that convinced him 
that the idea was not a novelty to her. ‘‘ She 
is of age, and of course, therefore, her own 
mistress; but you know on which side my in- 
fluence would be exerted, Cyril. Indeed I look 
upon her, if ail goes well, as engaged to your- 
self.” 

«And the Baron ?” demanded Cyril. 

‘The Baron’s views are my views!’’ answered 
the lady, in the tone of M. Auguste Comte 
when addressing his disciples: it was the whole 
science of Positivism in a single sentence. 

On the day before the ball Cyril received 
formal news, while breakfasting at Evelyn 
Lodge, that the Shah’s appointment would be 
kept, and in her ecstasy the Baroness kissed 
him. 

“You are a duck and a «arling,” exclaimed 
she; ‘‘and I don’t wonder that our Myra is de- 
voted to you. I look upon you from this mo- 
ment as our son-in-law.” 

Under these circumstances I think Mr. Cyril 
Clarke was justified in ratifying the agreement 
by kissing Myra. It was the first time he had 
ventured upon it—in public—and the young 
lady playfully remonstrated with him. 

‘* Remember, sir, the Shah has not come 

2.” 
! ‘“Pshaw!” answered Cyril; ‘‘he is as safe as 
the Bank.” 

‘I don’t quite agree with you here,” said the 
Baron, looking up trom the newspaper in which 
he was studying the propects of the Persian 
Loan. 

“Cyril means he is safe to come to-morrow 
night,’”’ observed ‘the Baroness in explanation. 
‘To tell you the honest truth,” my dear, con- 
tinued she, with frankness, ‘‘if he had not 
come, I think it would have been the death of 
me. When he has once been, I don’t care 
what happens. Persia may burst up, and the 
Shah be bow-stringed on Wednesday morning; 
but he will, so to speak, have consecrated Eve- 
lyn Lodge for ever, and the Duchess must ask 
us back again to Doldrum House.” 

The preparations for the ball, which included 
a fee in so much of the gardenas the throwing 
out of the ball-room had spared, were com- 
pleted in ample time. A whole army of work- 
people had occupied the house for days, and 
absolutely nothing was omitted which could 
insure the success of an entertainment which 
the fashionable papezs had described before- 
hand as of “unique magnificence;” and yet 
the Baroness was consumed with anxiety lest 
there should be a screw loose, the least screw 
anywhere. The greatness of the occasion was 
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too supreme for positive enjoyment. She 
wished in her heart—as a hostess generally 
does in similar circumstances—that the whole 
thing was over, and that she might begin to 
talk about it. ‘‘Would it were supper-time and 
all were well!” is an aspiration that most per- 
sons in her position are prone to echo; only in 
her case the supper itself was a difficulty, be- 
cause no one could give her any certain inform- 
ation as to what his Imperial Majesty liked in 
the way of food, or how he chose to eat it, ex- 
cept that he used his Imperial fingers instead 
of a fork. A little tablewas put apart for him, 
just as one is placed for conjurers at juvenile 
entertainments, and everything rich and rare 
that earth and air could furnish was provided 
to tempt his Imperial palate. Some wicked 
wags (friends, I am sorry to say of Cyril’s) had 
suggested that nautch girls were indispensable 
to dance before him as he sat at table; and the 
Baroness would have taken the matter into 
her serious consideration, and had the whole 
corps de ballet from the Italian Opera, had it 
not been for Cyril. ‘There was also a question 
whether he dd sit at table; and a pile of Per- 
sian carpets was kept in readiness, in case it 
should be found that he could not be comfort- 
able in a chair. 

“Can’t sit in a chair!’”’ exclaimed the Baron, 
to whom this piece of information was vouch- 
safed on that eventful morning. ‘Ah, that 
comes of putting him on horseback at the re- 
view, 1 suppose.” 

‘‘My dear Baron, you are ridiculously igno- 
rant,’’ said the lady. ‘Don’t you know that 
Persians never sit down at home—that is, ex- 
cept cross-legged ?” 

‘‘Bless my soul!’ said the Baron. For the 
first time he had begun to entertain a ray of 
interest in their expected guest. ‘Fancy a fel- 
low with his legs crossed—like a check!” 

At that moment a telegram—he used to 
have one about every half-hour—arrived for 
Cyril. 

‘What is it about ?” asked the Baroness ex- 
citedly. ‘You look annoyed. Nothing has 
happened, I do hope!” and she held out her 
hand for the missive. 

But Cyril had already torn it up into small 
pieces. ‘‘It seems,” said he, ‘“‘ that chibouks 
must be provided for the Shah and all his 
suite.” 

‘“‘What does that matter? What are chi- 
bouks? Do you mean to say they can’t be 
got ?” 

The Baroness had fearful suspicions that they 
were animals peculiar to Persia, sacred to the 
sovereign, and without which he never moved, 
like white elephants in Burmah. 

“They are only Eastern pipes,” laughed 
Cyril. 

“Then send for five-and-forty of the best 
that can be procured,” said the Baroness. 
‘‘Why on earth should that annoy you, Cyril? 
Upon my word, you looked so queer that it 
gave me quite a turn.” 

‘Well, these Persian fellows are a dirty lot, 
you know, as Jack remarks’’ (Jack was Jack 
Delayne, in the Foreign Office, who had sent 
the telegram), ‘“‘and I was thinking that they’d 
spoil your new carpet.” 

“Carpet!” echoed the Baroness scornfully; 
‘‘What signifies about the carpet ?” 

**I supnose I had better not come home to 
dinner to-day, my dear,” remarked the Baron 
mildly, as he rose from his chair. 

‘‘Dinner!” repeated she, with even greater 
scorn. “Ihe idea of a man thinking of his 
dinner who has got the Shah of Persia coming 
to sup with him!” 

For a few minutes afterwards Cyril and his 
beloved object were left alone in the conserva- 
tory together. 

“Cyril,” said she, ‘you have not deceived 
me; you would never have changed color i: 








that. telegram had been only about the chi- 
bouks. What was it about?” 

He whispered something in her ear which 
made her turn as pale as the camelias among 
which they stood; she tottered, and would 
have fallen; and as there was nowhere for her 
to fall except upon the tesselated pavement, 
Cyril considerately opened his arms, and she 
fell into them. 

“Oh, my gracious goodness!’’ were her first 
words. It would be a breach of confidence to 
repeat the conversation further, which was car- 
ried on in tender murmurs. Suffice it to re- 
cord its conclusion. 

“You are quite, guife sure, Cyril darling, that 
the man will come ?” 

**T will lay my life upon it, sweetest. Your 
dear mother shall not be disappointed so far.” 


(To be continued.) 


HENRY V. TO HIS SOLDIERS. 

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once 
more, 

Or close the wall up with our English dead; 
“Twill be cheaper than anything else, 
And then they won’t have to be buried. 
In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man 
As modest stillness and humility, 
Especially if he is a married man; 
But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the tiger; 
Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 
Disguise fair nature with hard-favored rage, 
Lend the eye a terrible aspect, 
And go out and hire a substitute 
If you have to pay him a thousand dollars! 


Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide, 

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 

To its full height. Now, on you, noblest Eng- 
lish, 

Whose blood is fetched from fathers of war- 
proof; 

Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war, 

While I step over to the other side of the hill 

And see about getting something for dinner! 


And you, good yeomen, 

Whose limbs are made in England, show us 
here 

The mettle of your pasture. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 

Straining upon the start: the game’s a-foot; 

Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge, 

Cry, Heaven for Harry, England and St. 
George, 

And I will see that you get your 

Back-pay by next Saturday night! 


—R. W. Criswell in Oil City Derrick. 


THE mel—the melon—h’m—the charming 
days of the sere and yellow leaf are near at 
hand, and ladies will soon arise before the hour 
of the morning repast and mirthfully meander 
along the running rivulet to gather from be- 
neath the glowing trees, beautiful specimens of 
leaves, fallen leaves. How enchanting are those 
days, calling up memories of the beautiful in 
nature, memories of lovely garlands, of sausage, 
pancakes, pimples and sulphur.— ome Sen- 
tinel, 
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IN THE FALL. 


In the fall a silent sadness to the drooping 
flowers cleaves, 
In the fall the woodland’s dreamy with the 
Srou-frou of the leaves— 
And the whir of the partridge, etc. 


In the fall the hazy gloaming with a purple 
glory burns, 
In the fall Miss Georgiana in the Bible places 


ferns— 
If she has a young man to help her gather 
them. 


In the fall above the valley, snowy cloudlets 
stretch for miles, 
In the fall the Broadway windows are profuse 
with Paris styles— 
Much to the joy of the ladies, be it said. 


In the fall the merry songster leaves his pretty 
summer leas, 
In the fall the politician is divorced from rolls 
of V’s— 
For reasons which require no explanation. 


In the fall all breasts with reverie are buoyant 
and elate, ; 
In the fall a man will fondly kiss his pretty 
cousin Kate— 
Or Mary Ann, as the case may be. 


In the fall the soul of beauty dwells within the 
gardens sere, ° 
In the fall we all are positive that winter’s 
drawing near— 
The other fall happenings are too humorous 
to mention. 
— Graphic. 





‘THE Maine idea: Th un 
d ————- er--rr--r!!--Rochester Democrat. 
Mr. BLAINE was in Utica on Thursday—not 
lost, but temporarily pent up.—Lochester De- 
mocrat, 


In the opinion of the Boston Zranscrift, 
Noah kept his bees in ark-hives. — Or/ City 
Derrick. 

Tue largest pumpkin in the world will be on 
exhibition at forty-seven State fairs this month. 
—wN. Y. Express. 

IsRAEL PuTNAM struggled through life with- 
out a bloodstone seal-ring on his little finger. 
—New York News. 

Tue ladies’ hair and the seat of a bad little 
boy’s trousers will be worn banged this fall. — 
Phila. Krontkle-Herald. 


“GoATs consume time,” says an observant 
contemporary. Yes; they consume eyerything 
but eternity —V. H. Register. 


IMMEDIATELY after every hard wind, farmers 
come into town with choice lots of fresh hand- 
picked apples.— Rome Sentine/. 


‘THe Lowell Courteure remarks that Clifton 
W. Tayleure, the writeure, acteure, and au- 
theure, is added to the list of faileures.— Derrick. 


Woman’s capabilities are great, but hardly 
sufficiently developed to allow of her driving a 
nail without hitting her finger. —//fon Times, 


THIs season’s yield of patent medicine alma- 
nacs contain more jokes and less tape worm 
than for some years past.—Vorristown Herald. 

SITTING BuLL stays over the border and 
laughs in his sleeves at his Uncle. But is there 
anything merry-taurus in it ?—/%/a, Bulletin. 

A “society” young man says it is cold enough 
now in the evenings to walk out with his girl 
and venture on the streets containing ice cream 
saloons.—JVorristown Herald. 
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Wess Hayes’s Fremont girl lives two miles 
out of town, and many a Sunday night has 
Webb-footed it out there to see the little duck. 
— Cincinnati Saturday Night. 

NOTHING can exceed the intense affection 
which a girl ladles out to her father for a day 
or two before the time when she’s going to ask 
for a new dress.—Fudion Times. 


THERE is no more distressing spectacle in 
this world than that of a girl trying to cover a 
qaarter of inch pimple with one eighth inch of 
court plaster.— /uston Zimes. 


THERE is a painfully unanimous demand for 
a clay pipe that won’t dissolve partnership at 
the junction of the stem and the bowl the first 
times it happens to strike the floor.—//fon 
Zimes. 


THE man who “would not die in autumn” 
is supposed to have been a seedy politician, 
who could not forget the fact that there are 
more free drinks lying around loose a month 
or two preceding the election than during all 
the rest of the year.— Norristown Herald. 


SoME recently-discovered inscriptions on 
burned bricks bring to light the astonishing re- 


velation that King Ahasuerus hanged Haman | 


because he invented the accordeon and put the 
price down to one dollar and seventy-five 


cents, so that every young man might have | 


one.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


“‘How is the corpse?” asked an Ann Arbor 
medical student of the pickler. ‘Ihe corpse ?” 
was the reply; ‘‘the corpse? Oh, it’s in the 
best of spirits.” For the proof of which he 
showed the liquor that it was put up in. —Aeo 
kuk Constitution. 


NEVER tell a blonde young lady that you | 


wish she blonde to you.—Hackensack Repyb- 
fican. Such puns won’t bear toleration. There 
was a brunette a man once for no worse offense 
than that.— Yonkers Gazette. 


WHEN a woman gets a red spot on the end 
of her nose the world charitably remarks that 
her blood is out of order; but just let that red 
spot appear on a man’s nose, and everycne will 
declare they smell whisky as soon as they get 
within twenty feet of him.—/%i/a. Kronihde- 
Ferald, 


AN ingenious German has perfected an in- 
vention for “improving the tone of cheap vio- 
lins.” He should now turn his attention to the 


discovery of some effective method of shutting 








off the wind of the asthmatic accordecon.— ew '| 


flaven Register. 


THE Bible does not lie.—/x. It doesn’t, eh? 
Have you never seen a Bible lying—upon a 
table? And the page devoted to a record of 
births—does that always tell the plain, unvar- 
nished truth ?—orristown Herald. 


‘“THERE’S been ’nother shower of flesh,” ex- 
claimed a small-boy, as he presented himself 
at the office of a country newspaper. 

“‘Ain’t you mistaken ?” said the editor. 





r3 


Ir would be quite refreshing to read a letter, 
written by some person who is visiting the St. 
Lawrence river for the first time, without find- 
ing in it an allusion to the ‘Canadian Boat 
Song.”—Rome Sentine?. 


THE human lungs reverberate sometimes with 
great velocity r 

When windy individuals indulge in much ver- 
bosity. 

They have to twirl the glottis sixty thousand 
times a minute, 

And push and punch the diaphragm as though 
the deuce were in it. 


CHORUS: — 


The pharynx now goes up; 
The larynx with a slam 
Ejects a note 
From out the throat, 
Pushed by the diaphragm. 
—Harvard Advocate. 


‘Tne golden leaves are falling in the bosom of 
the knoll, 

And the languid winds serenely kiss the scarlet 
gladiole; 

‘The maiden o’er the flower-pots is sentimental, 





‘“‘Naw I ain’t. There’s a whole crowd rushin’ | 


” 


out to git some of the pieces. 
‘‘Where did it happen?” inquired the editor, 
with slight curiosity. 
‘Right out here in the field,” replied the 
boy, sliding toward the door; “‘your boy Johnny 
fell out of a chestnut tree.” —Oi/ City Derrick. 


A CAREFUL observer says that -the person 


who originated the contemptuous expression, “It | 


is not worth a button,” had no correct idea of 
the import of that remark. He never knew 
what it was to depend upon a single button for 
the support of his pantaloons and have that 
button give out when he was waltzing.— Rome 
Sentinel, 





coy, 
And every bosom in the land is bounding now 
| with joy 
With the exception of the ice-man’s, 
| which isn’t. 
| — Graphic. 
} 
| 
} 


‘wo old but penniless lawyers who attended 
one of our churches yesterday, were highly 
pleased with the sermon and congregation un- 

| til the pastor asked the choir to arise and sing 
| Come ye skinners poor and needy.” Then 
| with a howl that could be heard above the 
| double bass of the organ, the startled lawyers 
| arose and fled, declaring that they’d never 
| again enter the house of God to be insulted.— 
| Fnhil. Kronikle-FTerala. 


Ir is really consoling to read in the country 
| papers of the farmers drawing large loads of 
| perfumed hay in town. ‘Oh, would we were 
| a boy again,” on the dear old farm, in the 
glorious country, up in the large barn, mowing 
in the top-loft, the perspiration and hay-seed 

| streaming adown our back as we struggle with 
the avalanche of timothy which comes in clouds, 
while the hired man keeps up a persistent yell 
of, ‘‘Blast your picter; why don’t yer stir yer- 
self up there ?”—Sradford Breeze. 


ACTRESSES devise most ingenious plans to 
| secure free advertising. You never read of an 
| authoress falling down and breaking her nose, 
| or burying a pet dog with grave ceremonies, or 
carrying a horseshoe inher pocket in memory 
of a favorite horse, or being run over by an 
omnibus, or traveling with four cats, two dogs, 
a monkey, and a parrot, or narrowly escaping 
death by drowning, or have ten thousand dol- 
lars worth of diamonds stolen every six months 
or so—you never hear of an authoress, we say, 
resorting to any of these dodges in order to call 
attention to a forthcoming book.—JVorristwon 
Herald, 


Every now and then the announcement is 
made that the ex-Queen of Spain has sold her 
jewels for eight or nine hundred thousand dol- 
lars. ‘Then in a few weeks follows a contradic- 


tion. It is our belief that the impression has 





got abroad that ex-Queen Isabella’s jewels came 
from a ninety-nine-cent store. If her jewels 
are really worth a million dollars or two, and 
she wants to dispose of them, why doesn’t she 
come to this country and peddle ’em around 
among the newspaper offices. Editors are buy- 
ing diamonds pretty nearlv all the time. —Vor- 
ristown Herald. 
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THE man who.can hum a hymn while joint- 
ing stove-pipe is good enough to walk right in- 
to full membership in any church, without pro- 


bation.— Cin. Breakfast Table. 


SHAKSPERE was a wonder, but Queen Eliza- 
beth was a Tuder.—Puckx. And a nice beef- 
steak sees them both and goes seven better, 
because its tender.—Whitehall Times. 


Arnold, Constable 


c& CO. 
HAVE NOW OPEN 


FULL LINES OF 


PALL NOVELTIES 


IN ALL THEIR VARIOUS DEPARTMENTS.OF 


DRESS AND HOUSEKEEPING GOODS, 


Carpets, 
Furniture Coverings, 
Draperies and 
Upholstery Goods 


In GEeNERAL. 


\ 











Broadway, cor, 19th Street. 


NEW YORK. 


























AND YET BEING SOLD AS 


COMPRESSED YEA. 
. RE WORTHLESS IMITATIONS 
OZ Gpeirr ALISONMANY & col 


GENUINE ARTICLE 
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THE ARTIST 


PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East lith Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


WHY IS IT? 


Why do the people crowd the rooms of the Colton Dental As. 





sociation? Five Reasons. 1st—Because they originated the use 


of the gas. 2d—Because they have given it to 103,261 patients 
without a single accident or failure. 3d—Because they do nothing 
but extract teeth, and constant practice enables them to do it in 
the best manner. 4th—Because nearly all the best dentists in the 
city recommend their patients tothem. 5th—Because they make 


the gas fresh every day. No. 19 Cooper Institute, N. Y. 





PERSONAL-—-I will be m the city three wecks. ‘Two letters 
received, V. V. Cox, 


ee 


PUCK. 


NATURAL 


Mineral Water, 


The Queen of Table Waters. 


HIGHLY EFFERVESCENT. 


Dr. J. MILNER FOTHERGILL. Londen, “The 
Exquisite 78 A Delicious Beverage.’’ 

PROF. J. A. WANKLYN, St. George’s Hosp., 
London, ‘Highly Effervescent, Wholesome, and absolu- 
tely Pure; superior to all others.”’ 

DR. R. OGDEN DOREMUS. ‘Absolutely pure and 
wholesome; superior to all for daily use; free from all the ob- 
jections urged against Croton and artificially acrated waters.” 

DR. PETER HOOD, President of the Hert: : 
Medical Society, &ec. ‘Superior to Vichy and Vals.’ 

PETER SQUIRE, F. L. S., Chemist to the Queen. 
roth Edition of CoMPANION TO THE BRITISH PHARMACOPAEIA. 
**Exhila arating ; Good for Sickness, Dyspepsia, and Loss of 
Appetite. 

c. MacNAMAR A. F. BR. C. S., C. S. 1., Surgeon to 
Westminster Hosp., London. “More Wholesome 
and Refreshing than Soda er Seltzer Water.” 

HERMAN WEBER, M.D., F. R. C. P.. Physician 
to the German Hosp., London. “Of great value 
in lithic acid diathesis, in catarrh of the bladder, and of the 
respiratory organs; agreeable and useful. 


FREDERICK DE BARY & CO., 

41 £43 Warren Street, NEW YORK, 
Sole Agents for United States and Canadas. 

FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS AND DRUGGISTS. 


Evere genuine bottle bears the Yellow label. 








APOLLINARIS 





OPP PRAIA 


THE GREAT EUROPEAN NOVELTY. 


HUNYADI JANOS. 


The Best Natural Aperient. 


The Lancet. — “Hunyadi Ja- 
nos. — Baron Liebig affirms that 
its richness in aperient salts sur- 
passes that of all other known 
waters.” 

TheBritish Medical Jour- 
nal, — ‘‘Hunyadi Janos.— ‘the 
most agreeable, safest, and most 
efficacious aperient water.’’ 

PROFESSOR VIRCHOW, 
Berlin. ‘Invariably good and 
prompt success; most valuable.’” 

PROFESSOR BAMBER. 

GER, Vienna. ‘1 have pre- 

scribed these Waters with remar- 





kakle success.’’ 


PROFESSOR SCANZONI, Wurzburg. ‘1 prescribe 


none but this. 

PROFESSOR LAUDER BRUNTON, M. D., F. R. 
S., London. ‘More pleasant than its tivals, and sur- 
passes them in efficacy.”’ 

PROFESSOR AITKEN, M. D., F. 
Military Hospital, Netley. 
and Friedrichshall.”’ 

A Wineglassful a Dose. 

INDISPENSABLE TO THE TRAVELLING PUBLIC 

Every genuine bottle bears the name of THE 

(limited), London. 


Fre@V’k De Bary & Co., 
41 &€ 43 WARREN Street, 
NEW YORK, 
Sole Agents for the United States and Canada. 
FOR SALE BY DEALERS, GROCERS, AND 
DRUGGISTS. 


The Label on every genuine Bottle is printed on BLUE paper 


R.S.. Royal 


«Preferred to Pullna 


APOLLINARIS Co, 





NO CURE, NO PAY! 


CONTRACTS MADE FOR CLEARING HOUSES 

AND SHIPS OF ALL KIND OF VERMIN, 
RATS AND MICE. 

Principal Depot, 64 Fulton St., New York. 

B. ISAACSEN. 





ALWAYS ON HAND A LARGE STOCK OF ALL 
SIZES OF THE FAMOUS 


Viana Coffee Pat, 


THE ONLY PERFECT COFFEE MAKER, 
IRST INTRODUCED TO AMERICANS AT VIENNA IN- 
ERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, AND LATER AT THE 
CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION, IMPORTED ONLY BY 


EDWARD D. BASSFORD. 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, HARDWARE, CHINA, 

GLASS, CUTLERY AND SILVERWARE. 
The Celebrated German Student Lamp Complete only $5. 
COOPER INSTITUTE, 

Corner 3d & 4th Aves. & Sth St., New York City- 


To meet the popular demand, prices of these pots have been re- 
duced 50 per cent. Price Lists anp CrecuLars FREE. 


CENUINE 





THE SPRINGS OF VICHY 

are owned by the French Government, and the waters 
are bottled under its supervision, exactly as thev flow 
from the Springs, nothing added or removed. “They 
have nothing in common with a much advertised im- 
ported water which claims to be superior to them. 

They are alkaline, and the following is a summary 
of their different applications: 

HAUTERIVE OR CELESTINS 
are prescribed for gravel, calculi, diabetes, gout, 
rheumatism, diseases of the kidneys, &c. : 
GRANDE GRILLE 
for diseases of the liver ; 
HAUTERIVE OR HOPITAL 

for diseases of the stomach, (dyspepsia,) the latter 
more adapted for delicate patients. 

They are highly recommended by the leading 
physicians of Europe and of this country. 

The name of the spring is on the cap, alsc the yéar 
of the bottling. ; 

Drink before breakfast ; also at table, pure or with 
wine. For sale by Grocers and Druggists. The trade 
supphed by the Sole Agents, 


BOUCHE FILS & CO.. 
37 Beaver St., New York, 





MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 


91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 





Cheapest Book-Store in the World. 


175672 NEW and OLD Standard WORKS in Every 
Department of Literature. Almost given away. Mammoth 
Catalogue free. Books bought. 


LEeSoAaAT BROSG., 
3 BEEKMAN ST., Opp. Post Office, N. Y. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor, 59th St., 











294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 





Dr. SWEENY’S 
OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


7 ° \ 

DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near 5th Ave. 

Beautiful Mineral Gum Sets, best Quality 
and Elegance for $2.50—5.00 and $10.00. 
$2.50. Other filling $1.00 
‘Teeth extracted with pure fresh Gas—free 
The above prices are for strictly First Class Work, and you will do 
well to try us before going elsewhere.—Open Evenings and Sundays. 


, greatest Durability 
Pure Gold filling frém 





DENTAL OFFICE 


OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET. 


NICOLL, The Tailor, 


139— 1a heeeesnesnr 

PAN IS to order.. . .$3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order.. SS ee eee ~ .$12.00 to $40.00 
OVERCOATS to PT A BC ERI ie, $12.00 upward, 






























































ati ala ET Mi 











































































































































































PUCK. 








Tsaac Smith's Umbrellas 


CINGHAM., ANY SIZC. 650565000 $1 00 
patented......... 200 
Sit K, paragon frame............ 250 


FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
in great variety. 
UMBRELLAS and PARASOLS to order 
and repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assortment. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
150 FULTON ST., near B’dway. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near 2gth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 


Established A. D.1802, 








LL HAVAN® TOBACCO 


ee 





THE BEST ALL TOBACCO CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Msaufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 


——— i A —_——— 
DSR? SRR 
GRAND DISTRIBUTION! 


Commonwealth Distribution Co., 


By authority of the Commonwealth of Kentucky, supervised by 

Hon. R. C. WintersmitH, Ex-Treasurer, Gen’ls T. A. Harris, 

Gro. E. H. Gray, and other prominent citizens, will give their 
FIFTH POPULAR DRAWING 

in Public Library Hall, Louisville, Ky., on 


MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 1878. 
No Scaling! No Postponement! 
UNPARALLELED SCHEME!! 


$115,400 IN CASH PRIZES, 
AND TICKETS ONLY $2.00. 

Read the List of Prizes: 

1 Prize......2..+++ «++» $30,000 | 100 Prizes $100 each $10,000 
1 Pris@scce. sccccerees 10,000} 300 Prizes 0 each 15,000 
1 Prize........ee+-0---- 1,000] 600 Prizes 20 each 10,000 

10 Prizes $1,000 each.... 10,000 | 1,000 Prizes 10 each 10,000 

20 Prizes 500 each ... 10,000 











9 Prizes 300 each, Approximation Prizes.............. $2,700 

9 Prizes 200 each - POUT Sdawcw.boev ous 1,800 

9 Prizes 100 each = ebgtes TOS ee 900 

RR icdcccvons 6 cesesees docs tsecesbuevessesee $115,400 
Whole Tickets, 82. Half Tickets, $1. 

25 Tickets, $50. 55 Tickets, $106. 

Remit by Post-office Money Order, Registered Letter, Bank 


Draft, or Express. Full list of Drawing published in Louisville 
Courter-JouRNAL and New York Herald, and mailed to all ticket- 
holders. For tickets and information, address COMMON- 
WEALTH DISTRIBUTION CO., or, T. J. COMMERFORD, 
Sec’y, Courier-Journal Building, Louisville, Ky., or to B. H. 
PORTER & CU., Gen’! Eastern Agents, 1227 Broadway, N. Y. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS VIENNA CITY GOVERNMNT BOND, 


which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


until each and every Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 


NO BLANKS. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 
and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prize must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


130 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF OCTOBER, 1878, 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of October, is 
ae to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
ate. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
For Orders, circulars or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING C0., 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 





PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Ue 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


effer great Bargains in 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, JEWELRY, STER- 
LING SILVER AND TRIPLE PLATED 
TABLE WARES. 
WEDDING AND HOLIDAY GIFTS 
in endless variety at close prices. 





Esrascismep 1838. 


IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 
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DIRECTIONS FOR ADJUSTING AND CEMENT ARE 
SHIPPED WITH EVERY ORDER. 


2 
< 


PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 


PRICE $1.00 EACH. 


FOR SALE AT “PUCK” OFFICE, 
13 North William Street, New York. 


BACK NUMBERS OF PUCK 


CAN BE SUPPLIED ON DEMAND. 





No. {0 BARCLAY ST., 








ADDRESS, 
Willmer & Rogers News Co., OR, Publishers “‘Puck” 
31 Beekman Street, 13 North William Street, 
New York. New York. 
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thL TAME CARE \ 
FTHEMSELY ze \ 
ned. ~- Me 

ll take 


Pires 


IN THE HOLLOW OF HIS HANDS. 
(For further particulars watch the reports of the Vanderbilt will case.) 
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